





(DEPARTED GLORIES 
OF 


BLACK POINT BEACH. 
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Ragged Urchins Now the Patrons—-Little 
“Tim” Prime Minister of the Sands. 
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TRETCHING from the foot of 

Fort Mason's well-kept slopes 

and extending across the termini 

of Hyde and Leavenworth 
streets, at the bay shore, is a smooth 
beach that for more than thirty years 
has been a favorite resort for swimmers 
of all social degrees. Alcatraz island 
| lies directly in front and the flag on 
Fort Mason a)most throws its shadows 
on the sand below, The black and time- 
worn skeleton of the deserted old Silby 
smelting works marks the ending of the 
beach, its tall chimney standing senti- 
nel between the encroachment of prog- 
ress, in the shape of filling-in works, 
and the nest of sleepy weather-worn 
bathhouses that used to ring with the 
laughter and jests of the boys and girls 
and men and women who thronged the 
shore. 

Time has brought many changes to 
this “Black Point Beach,” as the boys 
still call it, and its glory as a bathing 
place has sadly faded. But, far all that, 
it is not quite deserted, and when the 
gun becomes particularly ardent there 
are many of the old habitues who walk 
down through the heavy sand to take 

| a long lazy swim in the bay, 

Well back from high-water rmark is a 
long rambling structure guiltless of any 
traces of paint and flanked by a line of 
little bathhouses, whose doors hang 
awkwardly from broken or loose hinges 
with an air of despondent regret over 
their desertion. This is the old Neptune 
and Mermaid Swimming Baths that 
thirty years ago were the central point 
around which gathered as jolly and 
light-hearted a set of swimming men 
and women as could be found in Call- 
fornia. There were, in the days gone 
by, high dives and floats and a hard 
white beach and well-kept, neatly 
painted bathhouses, but only the faded 
and dilapidated remains of the latter 
are there to-day, 

The remnants of the line of bath- 
houses tell the story of the fall of the 
beach as a bathing resort. The little 
rooms immediately adjoining the main 
building are in fairly good repair, for 
even now the beach boasts of a few 

- | faithful patrons that come down for an 
eariy morning swim. But following 
1 |down the line of little rooms the de- 
- |lapidation becomes more and more evi- 

dent until it ends in a line of crumbling 
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the bay, and between dissertations on 
the relative value of ‘over hand” or 
“side stroke.” which Tim calls “play- 
ing the fiddle,” he tells where the bot- 
tom is hard and free from anything like 
soft mud, or around which particular 
spiles the elusive ‘spile worm” is most 
often to be found. With Zip in close at- 
tendance, Tim might almost be satd to 
live in close attendance, Heison terms 
of close intimacy with the Italian fish- 
ermen who haul their nets off the beac 
every now and then, and often gets 
half a dozen small fish as a reward for 
two or three hauls on the seine rope, 
His prophesies as to good or bad hauling 
Jays are listened to with respect by the 
fishermen, who find them pretty accu- 
rate in many cases, 

' But beyond the attractions of the 
beach or bay over and above the joys of 
hauling on the seine and getting his 
picturesquely neglige costume thor- 
oughly wet; even ranking with his at- 
fection for his dog Zip, Tim has an over- 
whelming adoration for a lady who 
comes often to the little beach in the 
morning's to take long swims. Whether 
he has the honor af {he lady’s acquaint- 
ancevor not, Tim will not say, but the 
sparkle in the boy’s eye when he talks 
of what the lady can do in the water, 
proves the earnestness of his admira- 
tion. Whether or not he even knows 
her name, is uncertain. He calls her 
“de lady wot swims like a dandy.’ To 
him she embodies al} the qualities of 
the legendary mermalá, with the added 
charm of actual propinquity. She can 
swim longer, faster and better than 
“any of de fellers,'” and dives beautt- 
fully. She is the personification of com- 
bined grace and strength in Tim’s eyes, 
and he worships her accordingly. 

For years Charles Hanson kept the 
bathhouses at the beach, and now has 
daughter, Mrs. G. M. Fitzpatrick, ate 
tends to the wants of the few remain- 
ing patrons. Mrs, Fitzpatrick is young, 
golden-haired, and loves the old place, 
Since the time when she was a little 
child, she has lived within sound of the. 
waves on this little beach, but now 
seems to think it possible that she may 
gO away, 

In deploring the present condition of 
the place, Mrs. Fitzpatrick talked cf 
the old butidings and crumbling bath- 
houses much as if they were old friends, 
whose approaching dissolution was a 
“Not all the ruin is there- 
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A O renee a aD ADEA ae EE EE aa = pe i sult of the years,” continued she, as 
y] though half apologizing for the evident 
weakness of the little houses at hand. 
“That line of timbers in the sand is 
where the bathhouses used to be, but 
most of them were blown down long 
ago. I remember, the storm occurred 
on Good Friday night, I think ten years 
ago. I was a little girl, but the howling 
of the wind and the beating of the rain 
that night made a vivid impression on 
my mind.” 

“No,” continued she, after å pause, 
“there are not so many bathers here 
now as I could wish, The 300 boxes in 
there,” and she motioned in a lístless 
sort of way toward the interlor of the 
central house, “were often all in use at 
once, but not recently—no, not re- 
cently,” and she looked over across the 
bay as though her mínd was conjuring 
up the scenes that were famillar when 
Black Point Beach was the Coney 
island of the California coast. 

Tim, loafing along the sands, changed 
the tenor of her thoughts, and with a 
kindly smile she added: “The, small 
boys do most of the swimming done 
here now. The place ts uninclosed, you 
know, and the boys don’t worry about 
bathhouses. All they want is beach 
and bay.” 

: The voice and tone and manner of 
the young bathhouse-keeper fitted the 
scene, Over the high bluffs back of the 

_ | beach was the city-—busy and bustling 

A TE = ssbanieiain 5 and nervous; to the left the fort hid the 
outer bay; to the right the desolate 

| walls of the old smelting works; Alca- ! 

TIM AND ZIP. traz island, misty in the outline 
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supports that is all there is 
to show the original extent of 
the bulldings. These oldest ones 
fell down long ago through sheer 
rottenness, while in  thoge still 


Standing the swash of the waves echoes 
with a sorrowful note, and there is no 
life in them. The mermaids, in thick 
flannel dresses, and the sons of Nep- 
tune, in abbreviated sults, are seldom 
seen, and the shouts of jolly bathers are 
practically unknown sounds along the 
little beach. 

- In the place of the mermaids there are 
now and then groups of little freckled 
urchins, with the proportionate number 
of patient, all-enduring dogs, that 
bathe promiscuously and persistently, 
declining to patronize the bathhouse» 
keeper in the matter of bathing-suits, 
With those swimmers bathrooms are 
enervating luxuries. They appear sud- 
denly with yells of anticipatory delight, 
commenting, with the wisdom of old 
| fishermen, on the condition of the tide, 
and then the fun begins. There follows 
a rapid wiggle of each bay, and as a re- 
Bult, little. piles of clothing, generally 
dusty and often ragged, dot the beach. 
Shouts’ of freedom from the restraints 
of civilization are the signals for the 
rush of the whole crowd to the water's 
edge, and in a minute half a score of 
gasping youngsters are splashing in 
the bay, . 

They can swim, too, these youngsters, 
and accidents are rare among their 
ranks, And asa rule there is one dog to 
every three boys, and between plunges 
dogs and boys race up and down on the 
hard sand, the former clad in native 
modesty alone. The ugllest ang most 
popular dog.on the beach is called Zip, 
and {ts owner equals the animal in his 
general appearance of utter disregard 
for conventionalities or municipal regu- 
lations. Further than that he was 
called Tim, this young pirate declined 
information about his life and habits. 
On the subject of swimming, or when 
discussing the beach, Tim is voluable 
to distraction. He knows when and 
where a}l the dead bodies are found in 


straight ahead, and on the little beach 
only a ragged little boy, lazily watch- 
ing a distant sail, with clusters of di- 
lapidated empty bathhouses behind 
him. The city seemed a long way dis- 
tant. 

Not many yards from a log that ley . 
busied in the sand was the place where 
Banker W. C. Ralston was last seen 
alive as he went into the water for a 
swim. If vou asked Tim about it he 
would tell you that "De rich fellow wot 
got drowned,” sank "out on Jefferson 
street.” ‘The boys speak of Jefferson, 
Lewis and Truquin streets as though 
they were busy thoroughfares instead 
of at that pointimaginary continuations 
many yards out in the bay. When thoy 
go in the water they talk of swimming 
up Lewis or across Jefferson street, and 
enjoy nothing so much as the look of 
mystification on the faces of their 
hearers, | 

The future does not seem to hold out 
much promise for the líttle beach at 
Black Point as a swimming resort. Its 
glories are of the past and are fading as 
the hathhouses are crumbling. Tim 
and his dog are good for some time yet 
as steady, but, to the bathhouse-keeper, 
not profitable patrons. The beach fg 
still a good swimming place, but the air 
of desolation grows thick and with 
grim ironical assertion. A pumping 
plant is in process of erection at one end 
of the beach. As the old patrons come 
no more to the waves on the beach, 
progress has stepped in and will take 
the waves up to the old patrops. The 
pumping plant will send tide water from 
Black Point to a highly decorated bathe 
ing tank tn the center of the city. The 
flag in the fort will whisper tn flutters to 
the big smokeless chimney ín the old 
smelting works “De lady wot swims like 
a dandy” will stop coming to the old 
hathhouses and Jim and Zip will one 
day climb up the bluff and be seen no 
more. By that time the oldest bath- 
houses in San Francisco will have be- 
come. relics of “Old days on the coast,” 
and Black Point Beach swimming par- 
ties hut memories, 
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BLACK POINT BEACH OF TO-DAY. 
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